a quarter's income out of her for an infallible system to
make a fortune at the dogs. "If only I had *a bit of
^capital!" he would tell her, sucking his teeth. "I've got
everything else. I know ten Yiddishers, all brothers.
They'd work it at every track in London. We couldn't
fail."
When I reflect abstractly on my job, the worst
complaint I have to make against it is its routine, Not
the Balking: that I often enjoy, with the fresh air, the
rain on my face, the mysterious fog that might be the
beginning of a story from the Xcn! Arabian Nighls*
Not the stripping and lying down: of that I am hardly
cpnscious. The thought that chills me, as I leave my
flat at seven, is that once more I must hear to-night,
once, twice, three times maybe, the same unending
gramophone record of male plantiveness and pity and
boastfulness and desire.
For they all talk, the menu I don't encourage them
now. When they ask me why I am doing what I am,
I tell them because I like it. When they ask me how
I came to it. I say because my husband left me, But
once they have done what they came to do, they will rise
and hesitate and camp themselves 10 an arm-chair* And
they will tell me why their wives left them or how they
are misunderstood. Or they will pour out a political
discourse to which none of their friends will listen. Or
they will simply look at me in silence and then burst
out: "What a tragedy!"
That too I must endure, their impotent pity, their
excuses. "I feel rather a hypocrite coming here/* a
yo"ng schoolmaster told me last week* C*I mean, when
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